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From Lovidon Novcioly.
They are ringing, they are riuging,
Ouar merry Christmas bells,
Io the villags, in the city,
In the dale-church, o'er the fells.

Be our ways of life so varied,
Be onr fortunes poor or bright,
Hand in haud with all onr brothers,
We are one af {vast to-night,

Nor the noble fo his manseion,

Nor the sovereign on his throus,
Nor the beggar in his hovel

Will enjoy themgelves alone.

We all geek the kindly greetiog
Of some dear, familiar face;
We all know that hermit fesling
For to-night is out of place.

Bat one night ! Why not for ever
Shonld we bind the golden clhain

That shows man his pooreet fellow
‘Was not sent to earth in vain?

That each sorrow hath a pnrpose,
That each gilt hath an alloy,
That ever luely balanced
Are the seales of grief and joy,

Bpare a little, then, ye rich ones,
From your laden coffsers now;

Bring to poverty a sun-ray,
Bring a smile to sorrow’s brow.

Take it gratefully, ye toilers,

Toilars np earth's waary hill;
"I'is & green spot in your desert,

'Tis a good #prung from your ill.
Yes ! be rich and poor united,

"T'is most grand in Heaven's sight
And a blessing, not carth’s blessing,

1s on all the werld to-night!

Adriey H. Baupwix,

Audrew Walter’sr Christmas  Eve,

ny

ROBERT MUDSON,

CHAPTER L
VoX POTULIL.

JfThe whole town said, with scarcely a dls-
senting voios, that Andrew Walter's mislor-
tunes, and this last misfortune in partionlar,
were a4 jndgment upon him. ¥or, as the
reader may have noticed, communities have
unrually much less difionlty In perceiving
digasters to be judgments than they have in
percelving prosperity to be a just reward,

One might huve been disposed to call the
town & village bad it not from time im-
memorial returmed a member of Parliament,
Buat, in the pride of that distinciion, East
Wykeham held iteolf far above villages.

# are not gure that the East Wykehamites
are yet agreed as to which of rh.ir ewn sing it
is tuat has called down the ludgment which
hae fallem npon them in the loas of their mem-
ber by the new Heform bill. In faol, the
great majority of the pure and incorruptible
congider that by the disfranchissment of their
borough a gro#s injustice has been done them,
and that they bave snstaived a definits and
calonlable pecuniary loss for which they have
an equitable claim for compensation from the
Btate.

Ehould the reader be disposed to ask farther,

“what manner of place is8 Eust Wykeham ! we
are sorry we cannot say it is pretty well, or
pretty lively, or pretty clean, or indeed pretty
anytbing, unless we say it is proity nearly the
embodiment of dullness and stupidity. Itisa

lace that has fallen ont of the track of modern
mprovements. When other towns subseribad
for railways, last Wykehawm petitioned against
them, stack to its canal, and now beholds
with envy the main line that passes ateight
miles distance, and with disgast its own slimy,
weed-grown, degerted wharves. (Hast Wyke-
ham 8 trying now to get up a branch line.)
When that nuw-fnngleg, dangerous explosive
oalled gas was discovered, Hast Wykeham
stuck to oll and candles, by which alone to
this might its streets ars illnminated. (East
Wykeham is negotiating now for a second-
hand gasometer, retorta, ato., ontgrown at the
neighboring junotion.) Bt it would have to
be a very bad light indeed that woald not be
ﬁmd enough to exhibit the contenta of the

igh atreet windows, or the grass that grows
down the middle of the High strest itself,

The tradesmen, who are wmuch given to
standing at their doors snd talking to each
other, chuckle and rejsice over the extremely
small gam it takes to keep their streets in
good repair, and ou the whols they don't ob-
Ject to grass,

A for gociety, thare are the nsual two doo
tors, two lawyers (one of whom was never
known to have a client), the vicar, two or
three dissenting preachurs, two grecars, two
drapers, two tatlors, and the rest; in all num-
bering a population, sccording to the last
c;eusns, of we really cannot say precisely how

Cw,

At avny rate they have naver besn too few
for the development among themselves of
evary known variety of evil speaking and an-
ohisritableness; nor were they, as we began by
saying, too many to agres in the case of
Andrew Walter that his misfortnnes were a
judgme-nt npon him, and that to sywpathize
with him would be little short of impions.

If he had not sown the wind, they argued,
he wonld not have reaped the whirlwind, If

he head brought up his boy better, s they, for |
example, had ench of them bronght ap theirs |

(and as ke, baving only one boy, surely might
have dome), e would not (hen Lave been
lamentiog the lad's loss at sea.

It was an established axiom at East Wyks.
ham that golog to sea was abont equivalent Lo
ﬁhi to pensl gervilnde. And thongh &

pob of magistrates may be fonnd hers and
there to give 8 man three weeks’ hard labor
fer plo up an apple, no one gets -penal
ssivitude if he has done absolutsly nothing to
deperve it. Andrew Waller, a man living on
his own land, had sent his only son to sea,
the excnse being that the boy bad a liklog for

it, and had no taste for farming. Bat East
Wykeham knew better than to el auy value
on such an exouse as this. A lad livinﬁ in an
inland connty clearly had no right to h

taste for the gea. To have such a taste showad
& vatural depravity of character, which a jadi-

olear he must have encountered saoh terrible
weather as had first driven him far ont of hia

| conree, and, at the last, compalled him to rua

AVE A |

ofous father wounld have subdued with the |

proper number of stripes. And as he had not
gnbdned it, it was only in the natare of things
that he shonld hear in doe time that the ship,
the ‘All is Well,’ had gone down with all
hands, and should see himself left withont
the one who ahould have been the prop of his
age, and the bhelp of his motherless youog
daughiters after he should have gone.

Neither were the townsfolk pitifal as re-
gorded that matter of the bond. He had

much better have never learned to write at |

all than show such fatal faollity in writing
Lis pame, What matter that it was his own
brother for whom he had become bound

Likely enongh the brother might have paid
lis debte, and everybody had their dus, if he
had had his health. Bathe had never known
what health was for years-~a puny, slokly
young man who never onght to have got
warried; and as & matler of conrse he Dad

| 1legible,

died deeply involved in his mill, and leaving |

wife and family quite unprovided for, whom

people did say Audrew Walter had maintained |

sver sinee his brother’s death, which, if troe,
was clearly recklegs extravagance. Could
wy ono wonder, reckoning np the loss he had
on hig brother's death, the expense ever since
of malntaining the family, theost of his son’s
veesel, and of the valuable cargo with which
e had freighted her, that all these things
rogether had found the end of his resonroes 7
Che latest report, indeed, was that he had
just failed to effect a farther mortgage on hia
property; that the present mortgages, who
had given notice to foreclose at the end of the

| during Lbe greatl huriloane

present quarter, could not be pacified or paid, |

ind that there must be a gals.

‘Aund 8o,' coucluded Mr. Botlay, tha grocer,
‘o Mr. Bkioner, the draper (each of whom
nad a bill of a few shillings against poor
Andrew Walter)—‘and so it is one makes bad

for the licoghly, just at the time when that
river was & vortex of. deatruotion to every
uraft that entered it.

In addition to the partionlars got from the
newepapers, he had obtained, through the

{ vonsular sgency, thia farther information:—

The evidence on which the nemse of the cap
tain had been published as ‘supposed J. 1.
Walter' was that, entapgled amongst the
wreok of the ‘All is Well’ had besn found =
portion of & captain’s coat, in the breast-pooket
of whioh had keen found peveral papers, all of
which were quite illegible except one empty
envelope, the addregs of , which had been de-
ciphered as 'Captain J. . Walter, the “All ia
Well,”" Cape Town.' The English post-marks
were ‘East Wykeham' and ‘London,’ date
This envelope Audrew Walter had
procured to be forwarded to him, aud had
found the handwriting upon it to be Lis own.
After peeing which he had glven up all the
faint hope to which be had clong, and had
treaeured this old envelops 88 the last link of
pommunication which he knew to have passed
between him and his son.

Restoring the piece of mewspaper and the
¢nvulope to his pocket-book; he lit a candle,
left the girls at their work, and went into an
adjoining room. Leaniog against the wall was
a package wrapped in matting, small, but
somewhat heavy. The ooutents, when, nn.
wrapped and placed npon the tabla, proved to
be a plain, white marble slab, bearing this in-
seription:=—

‘In remeémbrance of
JAMES EDWARD WALTHR
only son of Andrew Walier; of tlils placs), who
wes drowned in the River Hooghily, Foogal,
of 1st-. Aged 2d
YEaLn, Rev. xxl, 1.
11& had choszen to append this refersnce to a

| text ol Soripture, rather than the texi itself,

debts, and loges one's movey by other folks' |

anlt, as doesn’t care to work s0 hard for it.’

‘Just so," said Mr. Skinner.

‘And no doubt we shall have our fine geutle-
wan here in a few days,’ remarked Mr. Botlay
igain, ‘to offer us half a crown in the pound.’

tAnd,’ sald Skinner, “if he comes I shall be
are e pive hiw a piece of my wmind; I shall
be gure Lo do it.’

CHAPTER II.
IN TIME OF TROUHLE.

Auvdrew 'Walter's hounss pleasantly over-
looked the town, both house and inmates beiog
nappily lited above Lheir neighbors’ spite and
nufriendliness. Thoogh—mnot to be too hard
upon the towu—we will bear in mind that it
it is not always the people who say the un-
kindest words who do the upkiudest deeds,
ind will hope that East Wykeham, too, shonld
Andrew Walter ever have to ask it for bread,
will at least not give him a stone.

If, as the winter day olosed in, the reader
could have walked up the well-kept gravellad
path, defended by choice shrubs, and could
have stood at the bright window, whoaa paves
flashed beneath the firelight, thia is what he
would have seen inside as suug a room as ke
could wish to look upon.

First, a man sqmewhat past the middle age,
well kuit and ginewy, with a face kindly and
pleasant, though not without lines of care, and
at present full of perplexity. e gits with his
slbow on his koee, and his chin upon hia
hand, looking steadily into the fire, in which
ke does not seem to read any clear anawer to
the guestion ke is agking. Thais is Andrew
Waller.

Next, a girl of about eighteen, but looking
older and as if a premature reaponsibility had
gobered her merry face. Bhe sils at a table
which is covered wilh evergreens, and is busy
stitching ivy leaves on strips of vardboard

Thoee who oared to turm wp ths passage in
their Bibles, as they gat in church, would see
that the comfert be found in it was in keaping
befors him the thought that though hereafter
there shonld be a new bLeaven, and a new
garth, there shonld be ‘no more gan.’

The futher callad the girls in for & minnts
to look at the slab, aud they read the in-
soription silently and tearfully. Then he
covered it up again, and they went back,

The stone had been worked elsewhers and
gent home to him that he might himsell (as
he had wished) snperintend its erection over
his own pew. Thus, he and his danghters
bad ench n dnty in church to-morrow—nhis, to
go early with the mason and put unp this
stane; theirg, to go later and help the vicar's
wife to aflix the Christmas decorations; for
the morrow was the eve of Christmas Day.
And, moreover, there was ope little chaplet of
oy prees and yew which Maggis and Edith had
prepared to bang upon their brother'smonu-
ment.

‘I remember,” sald Andrew, ‘teaching him
all about Indis, and the Ganges, sod this very
Hooghly itself, years and years ago; Llittle
thinking—ah ! little thioking.’

The girls only shook their heads gently anl
aighed.

8'.-‘.1\-1 [ donbt and fear it was wmy teaching
him 8o much geography that filled him full of
longing to fee the world, and th™ ways of
stravge people, and first made him impatient

| of this dnll place.’

which i a little while will be sghaped into |

lottera.
daughter.

Next, another girl, some four years yonnger,
wonderfully like her siater, bat mora liks her
father. BShe, too, is busy constructing, with
wire and string to help, & long rope or ropes
of leafly green. This is Edith, the second
danghter.

Last, the Mite; as Apdrew often calls her,
sadly, ‘the widower's mite.” Bhe is & wee
maiden of only six years old, bat persnades
herselt she, too, I8 usefully busy, with needls
and thread, m;ising a necklace of the soarlet
holly-berries. IHer nawe is Lucy.

The girlg, it is to be noticed, are all in black,
geemivgly of the npewest and deepest; and
thers seems to be but little speaking amongst
them,

One conld not look upon the man without
feeling that he was a man of strong passions
snd allsctione; nor on the girls withoat feeling
they were all in all to each other and to him.

This is Maggle, Audrew’s eldest

Until within the last year the ounrrent of his |

lite had flowed smoothly and prosperounsly,
ile had had bat one great sorrow—the loas of
his wife; and that sorrow haviog befallsn him
when his littls maid was born, had been soft-
eped by time, though not (and not to be) for-
gotten. Now, Lowever, he was indesd in
tronbled waters. That town’s talk abont
money mattersa aud an impracticable mort-
goges was in the main correct, He had, io
one way or other, lost nearly all he had. And
at his time ot life ic was hard to have to devise
plans of keeplug the woll from the door. All
kinds of pecuniary loss, lozs of position, loss

G5 SAIDEIR SU0 SRERINS) WOrD, SRERICNSING, poeition was rather that of an iatimate and

but deprivations of thinga Le might hops to
win back again; or, failiog that, he could face
the want of them with manly fortitude and
resignation.

The ove loze to which ha ocould not bring
himself to be submissive (being loss of that
which no strength of arm or activity of Lirain
could ever bring him back agalu) was the
loas of his boy. ‘The sea, lodeed, shall give
up ite dead,’ he sald to Limself, ‘bat not
Lo me.'

He took from his pookel-book and read once
more the acoonnt, cut out from a Calontia
newspaper, of the great catastrophe in the
Hooghly which hed bereaved him. It gave, as
far as wag known, the names of all vesaels
lost, with the port to which they belonged, the
vaptain's name, and a brief description ot the
nature of the damage ineach case. The entry
in which he was (nterested read thuos:—

Nawe of |OF what Nawe nf Name of

Ship. Fh. | Guner, Ouplain

e — | ——— e . e, | s

All Is Well | No Nov
kuown. lkn.wn.

Remarks,
Boppied| ©ow und -
w.'“"'“‘“'i'-' all lowt,

Now his son James had sailed from logland
pol for Calontta but Hong Kopg, and it was

| pecuniary difficulties.

‘Jmpatient of it, but never of us, papa. Let
us be thaukinl for that,' said Maggie.

Tired of us ! No, indeed,’ satd the father
with proud affeotion. ‘I have known soma
ead days, and I doubt thers are more in store
for all of us; but the saddest day of all wonld
be that on which I shoald thisk my children
were tired of their father or each other.’

A little hand had stolen into his a8 he spoke
and a little mounth bad been upturned to kisa
him, while two other faces had turned Lo him
with looks more eloguent than words,

He took the young child upon his kunee,
and wonnd her curls about his roagh, strong
fingers, a8 he spoke again, ‘And [won't say
that he was wrong to chooze the sea, Coald
any lad have done betler at it than he has
done? Would not his masters have made
him captain at twenly-one of their own vessel
it 1had not bought him a ship mysell, and
freighted it?’

‘And he vever once,’ said Edith, ‘spent a
holiday anywhere but here.’

‘I wonder if it was the name that did it)’
pondered Andrew, who was not without his
soperstitions., ‘1 wounderif I tempted P'ro-
vidence when I would call the ship no other
name than “'All ia Well""?

"The ships that wentdown in the storm that
day had names of all kinds,' sald Muggie, ‘and
oue name Lad as little proteciion in it as aa-
other,’

Thers, as the onter darlnesa despaned, they
gat by the fire and talked, The littls one on
Andrew’s koee.

It geemed a transition almost from night to
day when they passed from talk of the loat
Loy to talk of the mere loss of money, so much
had the greater troubls exceeded the less,
Hut it was not till Maggie had peeped over her
father's arm into the small face and said ‘she's
asleep,’ that they spoke quite freely of their
Tue father had taken
lifs elder girls wholly into his conlldencea,
knowing that he could trust them. Aud they
geeing themaelves so trusted were cheeriully
making the least of all diflicnltias.

The eolivitor through whom all Andrew's
money transactions haa hitherto beén arrangsd
was an old schoolfellow of Lis, whooe probity
apd kindness of heart he had long known. His

affeotionate family friend than a legal adviser.
Bot the letters of this friend, which had of
lale been many, had, in spite of all his wishes
to serve, coms to be looked on almost with
dread. Their appearance and thelr prim littls
senl were well kuown by all the family. Lven
little Lucy knew so well that these leters

| were different from other letters, that she had

s way of propping them np and lecturing them
seriovsly before they were opened, aud sowme-
time: even went the length of whipping them
very severely, with & view to impressing upon
them that they really must ba good and try to
pleate paps when he opened them. A mois
of treatment which had as yet produved, Lo her
regret, no salutary effect.

Andrew bLad written to this friend a fow
days before, making some flnal suggestions
towards the renewal of the mortgage, and
thongh he had but the faintest hope of the
reply being such as he could wish, his heart
gickened that he had got no reply at all.

To.morrow there will surely be a lettar,’
he eald; ‘and if there is I shall quite dread to
read it.’

For indeed it depended on this letter

whether thay sbould stay in their old home,

or go ont at omce into the world and seek
another.

‘But now, Maggie,' he sald, ‘a¢ this raay be
the last Christmas we ehall have here, we
must not keep it quite llke & common day,
even though we oannot keep it as we used to
do. Put on your bonnet and go into the town
with me. Poor little Mite, how poundly she
#leeps; see, she has not waked by my putting
her on Hdie's koes.’

As the door cloged gently on them, however,
np spraog little Loo and drew aaide the cur
tain, peeping after them, and langhing.

'I've never been asleep a minute, Edie,’ she
#aid, ‘only pretendivg.’

Wherenpon Edie having firat asenmed what
#he suppoded wonld be the appropriate man-
ner of u lady of about fourzcore, talked down
1o the yonng deceiver from that great eleva-
tiop, o an lmpressive way, and having rang
or Martha, inexorably toid that maid to take
er off to bed,

Then she herselfl sot to work again with
ivy and laurel, unotil ghe had got lemgth
rnough, a8 sbhe thought, of bright green rope.
After which abe gave the finishing tonches o
Meggie's letters, and fixing a white table cover
against the piano, pinued them on it,—the
«Aored monogram

II—:IH
to try thelr effeot against the olean white linen
of the communion tabla, Last of all, makivg
haste, ehe swept away her greenery and had
o cheerful, hemely supper on the table when
father and Maggie came in with the heavy
night-rime hanging on them,

They Lisd made the little parchases for the
Christmas Day, buying on a humbler gcale
than usual, and, as Maggie told her, had gent
to the widow's honse at the mill exaotly the
same as they had bought for themselves, for
Andrew's dainties would have had no relish
had he thonght those who were 80 near to
him, aud had been so dear to his dead brother,
did nzot ghare in them.

CHAPTER IIL.

‘ALL 18 WELL.!
morcing Luoy was upearly, and ths
eason being oue of those mild snd open ones
which bave of late taken the place of the se-
verer Christmases of our fathers, she ran out
avd amuged herself, as children like to do, by
digging.

sThe place she chose for digging was justin-
¢ide the garden gate, whers she was acous-
tomed to wait on lioe woraings Lo get the let-
ters from the post oflice,

The garden gate was not quite visible feom
apy of the windows of the house, the path
being curved; but Fdie ruuning ont betimes
(for they were all early risers) found the
child busy there. BShe had excavated a very
neat liitle grave, and was just giving the
finiehing touches to her werk,

*Wkho are you goiog to bury to-day, Loo '
she asked.

{0, I know,’ said the child, ‘yon go
wlong. It's mot you, it's a wickeder thao youn.'

‘] see the poslmsn coming round the cor-
uer,” gald Hdie, run in as soon as you gel
the Jottors:' aud beeha 181 Lor,

In another minute the child had the latters
from the postman—goime fonr or five; and in
an jostant (As goon a8 his back was turned)
had gelected the wivked ome (the London let-
ter with the priea little geal, which she had so
often whipped in vain), had pitched it into
the little grave, deltly filled in the earth, and
mads all smeoth above it, then ran into the
bouee with the rest of the letters, oul of
bresth,

‘Nothing sgain,’ said Andrew, as he turned
them over. ‘But I doubt no news ia not good
| news this tiwe. Franklin would have writ-
tem, 1 am sure, if he had had anything to
write which would do us good. Suars yon
have not dropped any letters, Luo?' Bat
when he looked ronnd he fouud the e¢hild had
slipped ont of the room, and pothing more
was said when she returped,

Neither he nor the girls indsed made any

Nex!

}u-ulud, or of the subject to which it should
iave referred; but that sabjeot weighed not
the less heavily on all of them.

this matter of the mortgage nothing conld be
done, that the money must be paid, and that
1o pay it there must be a sals, and they must
leave the dear old house.
irom room to room that morning, or from
walk to walk In the garden, a fesling grew
upon them all that they wers taking farewall
looks ofall. And as the girls decorated the
piotures -and mirrors with the Christmas

mas oame sgain other hands wonld cnt the
thrubs aud trim the rooms for other people.

Happily thoge duties which lay nearest to
eack of them were suflicient in great mossurs
to distract thelr minds from dwelling too muach
upon the future. Let come what would to-
morrow, to-day had fts own work waiting for
vach of them.

While the girls were busied therefors abont
their honsehold morning work, donbly diligent
that they wight hurry to the charech, Andrew
Walter went with the mason and daw the me-
worisl he bad provided for Lis son erected
over bis own pew.

This did not eocnpy him long, and he was
so0n &t home again, walkiog briskly in his
lields, perbaps hoping to lind in weariuess of
lmb gome rest for over-anxisty of apiris.

As for the fine old choroh, when the bright
rnulight poured in throngh the many-oolored
window panes, and fell on the sweet patient

pulpit, the commuuion rails, and the graud

table (teell with living gresn and scarlat, and
vxpended all their loving lngennity and taste
iu the decoration of the gaaint old rood seresn,
it was by no weans a place of gloom, KEven
the time-stalved monnments npon the walls—
the aucient knight and lady still aplifting
slopy Lands jn silent Frayar—tlm grotasque
taces of the corbele all seemed to wear a
brighter, tenderer aspect nnder the inflaence
of the Christmas green, The old dead stone
snd the youpg apimated faces seemed alike
tonched with 8 new aud deeper expression
nnder the inflnence of the gracions season and
the work that in itsell wus surely a sort of
worship.

As column after colnmn was finished, and
arch after arch showed ita rich free ontline in
bright green; as one after the other the branch-
ing vandelabra grew into graceful bushes of leaf
aud finit, the sun gank down and the shadows
orept out. Toen when all was flnished, and

*the old sexton with one solitary candle was
eweeping np the soattered fragments from the
floor, the vioar's wife and the rest of those

| the mill, a girl of about Mag

Loy fingers amongst her holly leaves, her |

mention of the letter which had been ex- |

To each of them it was olear now that in |

Aa they passed |

uolly, they thought sadly that when Christ. |

‘aoess of thess girls a3 they wreathed the |

colnmns of the nave—as they decked the holy |

who“ll:ad been &l work shook hands and

parted.

When all the rest had
Maggilo and her sisters stay
wit

@, however,
behind. Aud
them stayed their consin Minnies, fesm
ia's own age,
who mourned for the loet sallor lad with a
bitterness that was intensifisd by thinking that
she had let him go when last they parted with
her love still anoonfessed.

The girls eat for awhile all silent in the
family pew. Maggie Leld little Luoy in her
arme, aud Fdith reated with her head on Min-
nle's kpee. The moon rose and poursd its
light with a glory of crimson and gold full on
them ard on the new marble slab, baneath
which Maggie sat with her face buried on the
voung child's shonlder,

It was Mionie who was orgaunist at the
church, and being thers she must neada pla
over one of the anthems of the morrow. I".Iitﬁ
went with her to blow the bellows. For a
while Muggie continued to sit with bowed
bend, still weeping, but soothed and calmed
by the straing,

The hymn was ‘Hark, the herald angels
sing;' and as the player forgot Ler sorrow
more and more in the exultation of the musio
ag the notes swelled mors and more jubilaut
lillivg the church with grand old melody, the
little volce of Loy rose in Maggis’s ear sing -
ing the well-known words, and Maggie heranﬁ'.
npcopscionsly joined in them and lifted up her
head.

There in front of her, clearly defined by the
moon, Btood her brother—the dead brother
who had been lost at sen. Maggle mneither
gcreamed nor fainted, He had been so entirely
present in her mind—she had as yet been so
wholly unable to think of him as anythiog but
the bright, cheerful brother of all her life—
that to see him there seemed at firsl only
opetural. Then in a moment, however, the
recollection of all that had befallen in the last
mournful months flashed up. No fear came
with the recollection; only an intense surprise,
Why should she fear, if even this were the
¢pirit of her much-loved brother ? She clanped
the little ¢hild (whoee face was turned away)
more ologely to her, and leaning forwards in
the pew, she shaded her eyes from the moon

and looked stesdlly and earnestly into the face. |

The hands and arms of the lgure came for-
ward, stretching towards her in the pew. A
voice came from the figure;—*Maggie, it is I}’
and o an instant another volve—the voice of

Lucy—gorenmed, ‘Oh, Maggiea | that is Jamie | |

wy own brother Jamie !" sud the child sprang
from Muggie's knee, and was In his arma,

‘Aund whby should I have thonght auythiog
too hard for Ctod? Why shonld [ not have
had faith that he who raised Lazarns wonld
raiea my brother too! Neither Martha nor
Mury sorrowed more for their brother than 1
for miue.’

The words did not shape themsalves; bat
this, in all its foluess, was the thonght that in
amoment of time had passed throngh Maggis's
mind, Then she was also in her brother's
armg. For indeed it was Lo aud none other,
nlive avd well.

Mepnwhile the musle had censed, logs be-
cange tke player had been interrupted by
ARy uoise ttan by reason of Lhat sabtle in-
stinet whitolh so oftem tells na, we kuow not
how, that something wonderfal and strangs,
in which we have an interest aud a share, s
happening near at band.

Ope moment mors and Ndith and Mionie
aleo were olinging to bim, sobbing for joy, and
the secret of Minnie’s heart was & sscretr from
him no longer.

They al) sat down for awhile and looked at
each other with an exultation stravgely min-
gled with donbt. Joy was #0o much stronger
than curiosity that mome of them thoaght of
peking any qnestiona. It was enongh that he
was restored to them: it wattered not how.

At last he pointed to the new marble above
the pew, and said, with a shaking voice—

‘Ol ! what grief it has been to you. We
wuzt have that down to-night.’

‘It went np only this morning,’ said Maggie.

“I'hen you Lave not get the lettar this morn-
iog,” be asked, ‘which was sent to tsll you of
wy coming, and all about it! Indeed [ am
sore you bave not.’

‘No,' said Maggie.

‘It was enviosed from London by Mr.
Frevklin,’

‘In a blne envelopa with a little red geal,’
gald Lucy; ‘and | buried it in the garden,
becanse those lettershave always been naughty,
apd vexed papa.’

In spite of all, what counld they do Lnt langh
at the child’s explavation 7 even were it ouly
to wake her lift up her hiead ngain and be leas
ashamed of ber guilt,

“I'he letter was to tell you how this sad, gad
mistake has arisen, and to say that My, Frank-
lin spd I were coming down to apend, as we
shall find it, the happlest Chrigtmas we have
vver known, You were to gend and meet us
at the Jonotion, aud we were to have besn
with you two howurs ago, if we had not had to
walk.

‘And bave you seen father ! the glrls asked.

‘Ne; Le was not ia the bonse. Sol have
left his old friend there, while | sought you
apd him The organ was playing 88 [ came
to the cliurels door, and that told me whera
to find yon. Dot lel ns make haste home to
bim,’

Andrew Walter was at home when they
arrived, snd had heard from the old lawyer
the story of his son’s return; bat had as yet
gt succeeded I convineing himself that the
great joy was real.  Not, indeed, ootil he had
the youvg wan io his arms did he fally Le-
lieve it or dare to say, awe-stricken—

“The sea has given up its dead—given upits
dead even to e’

We will not dwell npon that meeting of
father apd son, peither of whowm had ever
krown what it was to donbt or mistrust, or
waver in his aflsction for the other, There
are some moments of bliss g0 upslloyed, so

| great, aud 50 beyond the forve of mers lan-

guage, that only the hunmsn heart (which
responds alike in high aopd low, when the
great master bhand of Nalurs sweeps the
vhords#) can conceive their perfuctneas.

To give the necessary facts as brielly as pos-
¢ible, this was bhow the cironmatantial evi-
dence by which the youog vcaptain had been
declared to be dead, and his ship lost, was
shown to be worthless,

Ionocent of plagiarism as Andrew Walter
biad thought himsel! iu oboosiog for hia vessel
the peme ‘all ia Well,” there was really
auother ship afloat, sailing from & (erman
ort, but oweed by an Eoglish master, which
L«ra the game nume, When James Walter
palled into the barbor of Cape Town, be was
smared 10 read the name of Lia own oralt as
baving arrived s week earller from the Baltio,
Axd baviog found out that this namesaks of

his vessel was still In port, he was not lorg
before he sought her out and made sogasint-
ance with ber captain. The two vessels aailed
afterwards from Cape Town on the same day,
Captain Jacobson bound for Caloutts, he him-
self for Honﬁ Kong. Before parting they
had got to like each other, and promised
that on getting Into port they wonld write
and let eaoh other know what sort of voysge

they had. Walter distinctly remembered
writivg his own address In  pencll In-
fide an envelope which had contained

his father's letter received at Cape Town, and
giving this to Jacobson. The next he heard
of his poor friend was that his vessel and he
wera lost in the Hooghly. This he learnt
from an Indian wewspaper somewhers In
Chipa, and saw that the osptain was snpposed
to be himeell, though how they had got his
name he had pever known 1ill now. MHe had
instantly written homs to allay the fears of his
family; but by astrange fatality the mail stenmer
which bore his letter proved to be that very
oné which struck in the Iled Sea, and whose
bags were lost. Contrary winds had made
bis voyage home a long one, and he had ar-
rived in London only the day before. Then
when he oalled on their old friend, Mr. Frank-
lin, he bad, to his ntter sorrow, learnt that he
was still counted amongst the dead, and that
theso other troubleés bad fallen on them be-
sides. Mr, Frapklin had adviged him ot to
come home that first night, but to write
firet, enclosing under his own envelope, the
bandwritiopg on which would help to save
them from the shock of go sndden a joy. And
this was the letter which Miss Luoy had so
dexteronsly burled, and which, by the aid of
n lantern and that young lady to point ont the
grave, they now exhumed.

‘Mine,’ said Mr. Franklin, ‘you mesd not
read; for, aa | snid, it is only to tell you the
mortgage business s all gettled in & way le-
youd all our hopes. The old sinunet; as soon
as he knew that the money was ready for
Lim, of courge turned ronnd and was partica-
larly anxious not to have it.'

‘But as be has given notice,’ exclaimed
Jamie, ‘he shall have it, whether he wants it
or not, And, let me have one more voyage
like this, then we will offer to lend him a little
woney ounrselves, on equally as good seourlty
us he has had.’

For Jamis had dizpozed of his cargo in the
Ching seas to nuhoped-for advautage, aud had
vome back freighted, he hoped, with wares
which lie could at once dispose of a8 protitably
in Epgland.

Compared with this resurrection of the dend,
and lh}a recovery of loat wealth, other plea-
sures and surprises of that night were trivial.

But nevertheless whon the huge load of
loggage arrived which had been brought in a
cart from the Junotion, the unpackiog of the
bexes was o eight worth seeing.

Jemie had forgotten nobody. Not to men-
tion the quaint monsters in bronze and ivory,
snd the pletures from Japan and China which
were for no one in particular, there were the
beantiful fulaid and carved work-boxes for
each of the girls (both at Lome and at the
mill), there waa the get of wonderfully-carved
chess-men, and the extraordinary pipe for
father; there was a cage of brilliant birds, and
a dog 20 emall yon might almest have called
it migroseople, for the Mite; there wore ondlosn
+hawls and silks to adorn the girls, and drive

be townefolk wild with envy—in short, there

were s0 many thivga rich and rare that the
house hefore ball of them were nuopacked
wore the lock of an oriental bazsar,

“Was it," he almost asked hiwself, ‘was it
the golid ground he stood upon, or was it the
air /" ms he ran with Mionie te her home,
having wrapped her well in some of this new
linery and loaded ber and himself with pre-
vents for the widow aud the children at the
will.

He could not stay thers, nor anywhere. He
hardly gave them all time to kiss him belore
Le was off again, deolaring he had fifty things
to do that night and could not apare & minute
apiece for doiug them In. Bat he did not
leave before he Liad made them all nnderstand
they had to go to dinuer at his father’s on the
Wworrow.

Then to the church, first flnding Mr. Btone-
waeon, who took down the Ilying monument,
ag he declared, with muoh greater pleasure
than he bhad put it up. \% hen dowan, the
vioar, who bad heard the news (as indeed all
the town Lad), begged the stons to keep as a
curiogity, and almost dislovated Jamie's arm
by way of expressing his own gladness.

The singers were gathering at the charch as
they came out, for in half an hour they would
begin the peal of Christmas live,

Said the vicar—‘Now, my men, caunot you
give ug one epecial peal first for the lost ons
who is founnd, and the dead who s alive again?'

Said the sexton, who was also chief ringer—
“Wa are two men short.’

Sald Mr. Dotley, the grocer, and Mr. Bkin-
wer, the draper, who were standing by—
“We'll take & rope apicce;' for they were ama-
teur bellringers, and conld pull with a will,
aud had forgotten all their fears of half &
crown in the pound from Andrew Walter.

Whereupon he for whom the peal was
wieant, like the coward he was not, took to his
beals and ran home, gesing renson to fear that
il he did vot do so e might be carried shoul-
der-high,

The clear voioas of the bells overtook him
veverthelegs before he was hall-way home,
and wade him tarn to look back npon the
dmkling town, blessing it and them. IFor
never eluce the bells were cast had they semt
forth a beartier peal than that they flang upon
tLie air that night; Botley avd Skinner having
dofled their coats and warmed to their work
with mntual emnlation.

* ¥ + " *

Mr. rapklin did not meke it quite clear to
Lucy either that night or next day what had
made him be so wicked as to write those vexa-
tious letterg to papa. But after dinner next
day—1that s, Christmas Day—when that
young ludy bad almest danced him off his
logs—although, for an old gentleman, he did
dance quite wonderfally—shs go far repented
of her past geverity towards him as to promise
that if e wonld write often she wouald neither
whip him in pergon uor whip his proxy, and
that under no clreumstanoss wounld shs vver
pgain bury anotber of his letters, premsturely.

~—The organ in the Mormon Temple at Salt
Lake City 18 gaid to be 5000 volos power."’

—Eogiunie Is just the least bit bald, aud
covera the “damned apot’' with a frizzle aud
soretle.

—Queen Tsabella says that if ghe had knovn
how mice I'aris was she would Lave ab lic ited
years 8go.

—A Froochwsn has composed snother opera
of "Romeo and Joliet."




